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	1. Chapter 1

**Hello everyone, this will be the very first story I ever publish online. so constructive criticism is very welcome. and if you would like to see more please tell me what you think.**

**_Born A Slave_**

Long ago when the lands were young and the kingdoms of Hyrule were smaller war was a common practice. But as every war does eventually it came to an end. The thousands who had tried and failed to overthrow the king and queen of Hyrule were banished to a land beyond the Gerudo desert, a place where the day never truly came the only thing that did was the night and twilight

Many of the banished ones died early on as they traveled through the forsaken land. They had lost hope only after a few days into their exile, but their hope was restored when they stumbled upon a strange set of spheres covered in strange runes that shone with a warming light, the ground close to these spheres bloomed with plant life. The banished people rejoiced, perhaps these strange objects would bring them some salvation.

The years came and went. The people had built a small settlement using the power of the orbs that they had named ''Sol'' had allowed them to grow crops and live in the unforgiving realm they had been forced to reside in, but it was not to last. Some believed they could use the power they had discovered to go back and conquer the those who had exiled them, while others believed that this was their opportunity to build a new kingdom away from the cruel laws that had started their war In the beginning, the disagreements had turned to heated arguments, the arguments turned to fights, the fights eventually became another war.

The war only lasted a few days, having been ended by a man who had no allegiance to ether side. No one knows how he had done it but he had single handedly kept the now hundreds of people from spilling the blood of their friends and neighbors. The only reward that the people could claim as fitting for the young man was to be made king of their tribe. And thus the first king of the Twilight had been crowned.

Decades flowed by and the tribe had grown into a city of peace and order all under the now old king and his counsel, as every man does the great king left the world of the living many had assumed that the king's son would inherit the throne but were shocked when the prince had openly announced to the public that he would work with his late father's counsel to write a new law that stated when the current ruler would pass the people of the Twilight would appoint and vote on whom should be the one to take their place and lead the kingdom. A law that even now is only practiced by the people of twilight.

As the years continued and new life had been brought and raised inside the Twilight. And with the new life came a slow physical change to the people of Twilight, eventually they had become unrecognizable from the people who had built their beloved city, and they had decided to rename themselves as a whole, no longer were they the humans banished from Hyrule, nor where they their allies from Gerudo. They were the Twili.

But that was century's ago and very few now care for the history of the Twili people.

The stars shone brightly over the Gerudo desert, the stars were the only thing that brought any sense of calm over him, they were only thing that gave him hope that one day he would be able to look out at them from his cage. But tonight he found no solace in them, because tonight he could not see the stars, only the fire.

Everything was burning, the wagons, the carts, even the cages that had housed him and his other captives, even some of the horses and people burned. His cage had fallen from one of the wagons and broke upon landing on the cold sand and now he stood watching the chaos before him.

The bandits had given no warning when they attacked, they had appeared from one of the many dunes in the landscape and simply started attacking and burning anything and everything in sight.

One of the bandits covered head to toe in cloth and light armor took notice of him, when he finally gathered his sense and noticed the bandit approaching him he tried to run but only got a few dozen feet away before he was struck from behind, he fell face first into the ground, sand filled his mouth making him erupt into a coughing fit just before the bandit seized him by his hair and dragged him back the way he had come.

He struggled trying to pry himself away from his attacker but stopped the moment he came face to face with a man on a giant black horse, the man was dressed in black and gold armor, his hair was a deep crimson red that shone in the light of the fire around him, his skin had a slight green hue to it but the what had caught his attention more then anything else was the man's eyes. The man looked at him for a moment before nodding to the bandit, the bandit raised his scimitar and struck the back of his head with the pommel. Once he was unconscious the bandit knelt down and began tying his hands behind his back.

The man dismounted the horse to get a better look at his new captive, the first thing that drew his attention was his blond hair, a rarity in his homeland. His breath hitched as his eyes fell upon the boys ears, he quickly knelt down and rolled the captive onto his back, using his teeth to pull off one of his gloves he reached towards the boys face and opened one of his eyes. A twisted smile grew across his face as he realized his suspicions were indeed correct. He reached over and snatched a small sack from the confused bandit by his side, and placed it over the boys head.

''Home, my lord?'' The bandit said. Speaking to the man as he stood and dusted the sand off of his knees. ''Not for us.'' The man answered as he remounted his horse and took the reins into his hands. ''You, I and that.'' He gestured with his head to the unconscious body at the feet of the stallion. ''Are headed to the Twilight.''


	2. Chapter 2

General Venrik walked down the familiar halls of the palace towards the throne room of his queen, he readjusted his grip on his helmet that he had tucked under his arm as his free hand attempted to smooth down the natural cowlick his dark orange hair seemed to always find itself taking. He stopped as he always did -when it was not an emergency- on his way down the throne room. A smile came to him as expected as he beheld the portrait of the late king, one of his closest friends. He had met him when he was in training to become a knight of the royal guard, the late king himself had been studying to become one of the royal sorcerers when they had met. The portrait itself was of a tall well built man with a stern look about his face, it never failed to make the general chuckle at it, considering in reality the king the portrait represented was a rather shy, humble man with a bad stutter.

He had been general of the royal armies for only two months when he had been told that the last queen had passed due to illness, and that his friend was now nominated to be king. He had been ecstatic when he had been told the news, while the sorcerer in training who would soon be king had been suffering from a panic attack.

He let out a long sigh, his king and friend had died almost seven years ago. A heart attack was what had taken him from them, he had never cried as hard as he did at the king's burial ceremony.

He took a deep breath and bowed to the portrait of his friend, he had spent to much time already reminiscing about his past.

Venrik stopped for a moment again when he reached the throne room doors to straighten his armor and to give another failed attempt to flatten his ever present cowlick. Pushing one of the doors open slightly he entered the throne room and smiled at the sight of the woman who sat on the throne, his eldest friend, wife of the late king, Queen Vezzna of the Twilight.

He had met her when he was only a child during his schooling and the two were practically inseparable ever since, as they got older many believed the two to be lovers or at least smitten with each other, and while it was true that Venrik had stolen a kiss from her once in their prepubescent years, they had only ever been friends. The General himself had actually been the one to convince the late King into courting Vezzna whilst he was still a soldier and the king still a student, the Queen had been working in the palace archives when he introduced them. Somehow he knew the moment they met that they would be together. At her husband's funeral she had held his hand and cried silently beside him behind the veil she wore he had never known how strong she truly was until that moment, perhaps that was why he was not surprised that two weeks after laying his friend to rest the council had announced that Vezzna would continue to act as queen.

Venrik watched her a moment as she sat upon her throne, a large wooden table in front of her covered in parchment and scrolls, he had never understood why she chose to do much of her royal duties in the throne room instead of her study, her crimson hair was up in the usual ponytail she wore, her ruby eyes moving back and forth as she read a scroll spread atop her desk.

To her right was Xanza captain of the royal guard, Venrik believed him to be a bit to young to be captain, Xanza was currently twenty-three, and had been made captain six months ago, but much to his credit he took the position very seriously and never let his ego effect his work.

To the Queen's right was a young woman with amber hair holding an empty tray in front of her stomach, he knew the woman, Iliana was her name. They had met a few years ago and often enjoyed embarrassing and teasing one another. The Queen had often asked him when he would finally quit the foreplay and ask her to dinner, his usual response was a dry humorous laugh.

Iliana made a face at him as their gazes met which the General replied with a wink. He blushed slightly when he turned back to the queen who was giving him a smug grin having caught him in the act of flirting with her maid. Venrik lowered himself onto a knee and bowed his head to the Queen, there were very few people he bowed to out of respect instead of obligation, Queen Venzza was one of them. ''General,'' The Queen greeted as she held up her hand her fingers emitted a black and crimson aura as the table lifted slightly off the ground and and carried itself to the side of her throne to let her stand. ''What do I owe this pleasant surprise?''

Venrik stood and smiled smugly at his queen. ''I was simply in the neighborhood and thought I might indulge myself in wasting your valuable time.''

''Oh what ever am I to do?'' The beautiful royal said with mock despair. ''if only I had enough power and authority to simply have you thrown out.''

The General chuckled. ''In all seriousness your Majesty,'' His voice now taking a more professional tone. ''The Gerudo Sultan is here and wishes to see you.''

The Queen's brow raised. ''Oh, show him in please.'' Venrik bowed his head and turned back the way he came. Vezzna breathed deeply a few times before turning to the table beside her and taking the jade circlet from the spot she had left it, she placed the circlet atop her head and pulled her shawl tighter around her shoulders. She wondered if she would ever rid her self of the unease she felt when speaking with the Sultan of her neighboring kingdom.

A few moments later Venrik reentered the throne room with a large man with red hair dressed in black and gold armor following behind him. ''Hail to you Ganondorf, Sultan of Gerudo.'' The Queen greeted as she met the large man halfway across the room, ending her greeting with a curtsy.

''And hail to you,'' The Sultan said with a bow. ''Queen of the Twilight.''

Vezzna presented her hand to the man who in turn gently took it in his own and placed a gentle kiss upon her knuckle. ''What do I owe this visit my Lord? It is unlike you to appear without sending word first.''

the twisted smirk she had become in her opinion much to familiar with stretched across his sickly colored skin. ''I apologize for appearing uninvited your Majesty, but I came across something that you may find very interesting.''

Her interest peaked she raised a brow and inquired. ''And what exactly have you come across my Lord?''

His smile widened showing his teeth, he turned towards the door and whistled. The door opened again and a Gerudo man entered covered head to toe in thick clothing with a scimitar on his hip, but the Queen took little notice of the man it was what he was dragging along with him that had her attention. Beside him was a child, dressed in only a pair of shorts barely reaching his knees that seemed to be barely holding themselves together, the child's hands were tied behind his back and a sack had been placed over his head. The man stopped a few feet away from the royals and pushed the child forward sending him falling to the ground. Vezzna stared wide eyed at the child who simply laid on the cold stone floor at her feet watching as the boy took in shallow shaking breaths. ''What is this?'' She said trying to keep the hostility in her voice from showing.

The Sultan reached down and grabbed the boy's shoulder forcing him to sit on his knees. ''This. My dear,'' He said smugly. ''Is a gift.''

The Twilight Queen crossed her arms over her chest. ''We have been over this many times my Lord, the Twilight and her people do not condone slavery, and I pray we never will.''

''I remember.'' He said holding up his hand to hold off her next words. ''But before you demand I take the boy away, I implore you to look at him first.''

The Queen looked down at the child, she could not deny that she was curious, the Sultan had suggested to her many times in the past that her kingdom would benefit from slave trading but he had never once had the audacity to actually bring one before her.

She knelt down and looked at the boy, the first thing she noticed was the brand on his chest just above his heart in the shape of a ruby with an X running though it, the brand was old possibly even by a few years, his body was scrawny no doubt in her mind from being fed little to nothing during his time with his owners, the boy's skin was horribly sun burnt but there was no denying that he was a human. She reached up and gently removed the sack from his head revealing a head of horribly tangled bright yellow hair, the boy kept his head down eyes fixed at the floor as he still took in shaking breaths through his teeth, weather it was from the cold or from being overexerted she did not know, she went ahead and assumed both. She placed her hand beneath his chin and spoke as gently as she could as if she were speaking to a frightened animal. ''Look at me child.'' The boy slowly Raised his head and met her gentle gaze. The boy seemed to be around the age of six or seven, his sapphire eyes were quite breathtaking she had to admit, while the boy was rather unique to be found in the Gerudo she did not see what the-

Her eyes widened as her eyes fell upon the boys pointed ears, her heart began to beat hard against her chest as she looked at the boys eyes, hair then ears again. ''It cant be.'' She said her voice barely above a whisper.

Ganondorf crossed his arms satisfied by her response. ''I assure you, he is exactly what you think.''

She looked up at the man beside her needing to further confirm the disbelief she felt. ''This boy is a Hylian!''

''You are correct, I hardly believed it myself when I first took notice.''

The queen stood. ''But the Hylians are extinct. They perished centuries ago.''

''Well it would seem that one is still among us.''

She looked back at the boy whom had gone back to staring at the floor. ''Where did you find him?''

The Gerudo man ran one of his hands through his greasy crimson hair. ''We 'liberated' him from a slaver caravan the other night actually.''

Vezzna's eyes narrowed. ''Meaning you attacked a group of slavers that were not apart of your trade group and stumbled across him whilst you were attacking them.''

The Sultan let out a boisterous laugh. ''You know me very well my dear.''

the Queen crossed her arms again. ''You said he was a gift. Why give him to me? To the right buyer he could be worth a fortune.''

''Very true, but I find it more important to keep my allies happy. And I figured since the Twilight kingdom is well known for its researches into medicine and science I figured you would get more use out of the boy then I would.''

''You are not usually the kind of person to give without expecting something in return my Lord.''

He chuckled, it was more of a noise one would fear hearing under their bed as a child rather from a grown man. ''True. I give you the boy and all I ask in return is that I am ever in need of your help you will answer. Call it owing a favor if you wish.''

She looked at Ganondorf for a moment longer before looking down at the boy again, it was true that no one knew exactly what she could learn from this boy and that peaked her interest, and what would happen to him if she refused? Would he be sold off to the highest bidder? Or maybe the Sultan would just keep him locked away like a trophy?

She took in a deep breath through her nose. ''Very well, I will take the child. But only under the circumstances that you understand that I am not taking him as a slave, but instead as a refugee. Understood my Lord?''

The Sultan held up his hands. ''Slave, refugee, call him whatever you please.'' He gave a quick bow to the Queen. ''As much as I would love to stay I am afraid I am needed back home, thank you for your time your Majesty. And I hope to see you again soon.'' Not waiting for a goodbye Ganondorf and his servant quickly left closing the throne room door behind them.

The Queen glanced down at the boy before turning towards Captain Xanza. ''Captain, fetch a blanket please.'' The Captain nodded and left the room with haste.

''Venrik, cut his bindings please.'' The General nodded and moved to kneel behind the child. ''Hold still Comrade,'' He said drawing his knife from his belt. ''Don't want to cut you on accident.'' With a quick tug the ropes around the Hylian's wrists fell loose, the boy held his hands to his chest rubbing his bruised wrists.

The captain returned with a thick blanket in his arms giving a small bow as he presented it to his queen. Vezzna thanked the Captain and took the blanket, she knelt down once more and wrapped the blanket around the shivering child. The boy grabbed fistfuls of the blanket and held it tightly to his chest. The Queen stood and turned towards the maid who had remained beside the throne the entire time. ''Iliana,'' The Queen called out to her, the maid ran up to the trio around the boy ready to carry out any wish they may have. ''Take the boy and get him some food, a bath, and some fresh clothes. In that order please. And when your done meet us in the library.''

Iliana bowed. ''Of course your majesty.'' She knelt down next to the child and helped him stand. ''Come along young one,'' She said gently holding the boy close to her side.

Vezzna watched Iliana leave with the Hylian. ''Captain, find Dr. Casdin and tell him to meet me in the library.'' The Captain bowed again and left the same way Iliana had.

''I don't like this.'' Venrik said. ''this boy showing up out of nowhere, feels like a bad omen you know?''

The Queen nodded. ''I do, although I am more worried about this 'favor' the Sultan will be collecting at the moment.''

''Do you have a name?'' Iliana asked the boy as they made their way down the halls of the palace towards the kitchen. The boy did not answer. ''Well mine is Iliana, its nice to meet you young man.'' The Hylian remained silent. _At least he is breathing normally._ She thought. Although despite his breathing returning to normal he still shook slightly from the cold. The two turned a corner. ''I must warn you that before we enter the scullery. That the girls who work in there can be rather...excitable.'' The boy glanced up at her a look in his eye that said he didn't understand. ''You will see what I mean.'' Iliana said with a nervous chuckle as she opened the door beside her.

The scullery was much larger then the boy was expecting and was filled with more food then he had ever seen. Vegetables littered the table in the center of the room, baskets of fruit sat on counter tops, herbs and spices hung from the ceiling, and a large pot sat in the cooking hearth sending a smell through the air that made his stomach growl loudly. Inside were three women one of them seemed to be close to the same age as Iliana, while the other to were much older, by how much the boy did not know. One stood next to the pot by the hearth adding garlic to whatever lay inside, the second sat at the table cutting small potatoes into small chunks and the third rolling dough with her hands much of her torso was covered in flour. The three ladies talked rather loudly seeming to enjoy their conversation which only made the boy feel worse that his stomach growled again, this time loud enough for everyone in the room to hear. The three cooks looked turned and stared wide eyed at the child in front of Iliana. ''Oh my!'' The one standing beside the hearth said holding a rather plump hand up to her face. ''Iliana where in the world did you find such a charming young thing?''

The one at the table pouted in a comedic way. ''You weren't trying to hide him from us were you?''

Iliana rolled her eyes. ''Trust me, if I had any say he would never be let around you girls and your wicked ways,'' The three women dramatically clutched their chests pretending to be offended. Iliana gently placed her hands on the boys shoulders. ''But as I am sure you are wondering, this young man is a refugee from the Gerudo desert, he's a bit shy so I don't know his name yet.''

''Well he sure is a cutie.'' The one covered in flour said. ''I think he might be a little young for you dear.'' The woman at the table said with a snigger.

''If you don't mind,'' Iliana interjected before the women could go into another match at verbally jabbing each other. ''The Queen wanted him to get some food.''

''Well young man,'' The one by the hearth said haughtily. ''If you want good food you have come to the right place.'' She ladled a large helping of soup into a wooden bowl from the pot in the hearth, while the one who had been rolling dough cut a thick slice of bread off from a fresh loaf she had cooked a few hours earlier, the one at the table set a stool next to her and patted the seat. ''Come sit next to me sweetie.'' She called to the boy. Iliana ushered the boy onto the seat and sat across the table from him as the other two women set the bowl of soup and bread in front of him. He stared into the bowl feeling the steam touch his face, he could see potatoes, beets, onions, mushrooms, meat and a lot of other things he did not recognize bobbing in the broth. ''Go on.'' The boy looked up at Iliana gently smiling at him. ''Go on, eat.'' The Hylian grabbed the bread and began using it to shovel the meat and vegetables of the soup into his mouth, he didn't eat as much as inhale the food. It was without a single doubt in his mind the best tasting thing he had ever eaten. ''Oh I like him.'' The woman sitting beside him said with a laugh which the others quickly joined in. by the time the women had finished laughing the bowl in front of the boy was empty. ''Would you like a little more?'' Iliana asked a smile on her face. The boy was quite for a moment. ''Please?'' He said holding the bowl out to her.

Iliana's smile was so large it almost hurt. ''You can speak! That's fantastic.'' She took the bowl and filled it with another helping of soup. ''Eat this slowly this time, don't want you getting sick.''

''Thank you.'' The child said taking bowl from her and ate slower this time using the spoon that he had foregone using during his first helping. ''Whats your name?'' Iliana asked leaning over the table slightly. The boy didn't answer nor did he make eye contact with anyone in the room as if he was afraid. ''Do you have a name?''

The boy shook his head. ''No.''

''Do you have any family?''

''No''

Iliana sighed. ''Where are you from? I mean where you before you were in the Gerudo desert?''

''I was always there.''

The rest of his meal was quite and now he sat in a wooden tub filled with lukewarm water while Iliana rubbed his back with a washcloth. A sad look came over her as her eyes roamed over the scars on the boys back. ''Do you remember anything before you were with the slavers?''

The boy thought on that for a moment. ''A light?'' He said uncertain.

Iliana started running her fingers through the boy's hair making sure she got as many of the knots out of his hair as she could earlier. ''What kind of light?''

''I don't know, it was really bright, and someone was talking to me but I don't remember what they said.''

Iliana hummed curiously before standing and retrieving the towel hanging on the wall. ''Dry yourself off and I will find you some cloths okay?'' The Boy nodded and took the towel from her. He climbed out of the tub and began drying himself when Iliana had left. Despite so many people being kind to him he could not rid himself of the fear of what they would do to him. He wrapped the towel around himself when Iliana returned with the cloths she mentioned. ''Now these may be a little big but you will grow into them.'' After a few moments the Hylian was dressed in a pair of gray pants, a black tunic and a pair of leather boots. ''I figured you would be cold but I couldn't find a coat, but I did find this.'' Iliana presented to him a black poncho with turquoise designs similar to what the other garments had on them. ''Do you like it?''

The boy took the poncho from her and pulled it on. It was rather big on him but like she said, he would grow into it. ''Thank you.'' He said.

''Your welcome.'' She stood and looked down at the boy with a smile. ''I was thinking young one,'' She said tucking a strand of amber hair behind her ear. ''That before we go meet with her majesty you should have a name.''

The boy looked up at her. ''A name?''

''Yes, I know before you said you didn't have one. But are you sure you don't remember anything about what it could be?''

The Hylian thought long and hard on the question, but alas after several minutes he simply shook his head.

Iliana frowned. ''Well in that case I guess we will have to think of one for you. Is that alright?'' The boy nodded watching as the maid rubbed her chin. ''How about Peter?''

He scrunched up his nose and shook his head. Iliana chuckled and went back to pondering. ''Then what do you think about the name Link?''

He pondered that name. It was not a bad name exactly, his first impression was that he nether liked nor disliked it. ''Okay.'' He finally said.

Iliana smiled gently at him. ''Its very nice to meet you Link, I am Iliana.''

The Hylian returned her smile with a shy one of his own. ''Nice to meet you too Ma'am, my name is...Link.''

Link followed Iliana Down yet another series of hallways, he was understandably distracted by the paintings and sculptures that decorated the hallway which was what led him to bumping into his guide. Iliana giggled as he blushed at his mistake and stared down at his new boots. The young woman reached down and took his hand in her own. ''If you like I can give you a tour of the palace later.''

Link smiled up at the woman. ''Yes please.'' He was rather surprised at himself that he was so quickly becoming so comfortable around this woman, granted she was without a doubt the kindest person he had ever met, but it was that same thought that filled him with a small bit of panic. Now that he enjoyed being around her what would happen if they took him away from her? He swallowed dryly, trying not to give these thoughts too much attention.

Iliana felt Link's grip tighten on her hand slightly. ''Are you nervous?'' He nodded once keeping his eyes downcast. ''You don't need to worry, Queen Vezzna is a good woman.'' They stopped before a door decorated with runes that glowed with a faint emerald light. ''Just remember to bow when you see her, okay?'' Link nodded again and gave her hand one final squeeze before they entered.

He was in awe the moment he stepped through the doorway. The shelves of the library went so far above his head that he wasn't sure he could even see the top, he took notice of a few men on ladders restocking the shelves, he froze when his eyes came to the table at the center of the room. Sitting at the table was the Queen, the man with orange hair that he remembered the Queen calling General and a third man with no hair and a monocle on his left eye.

Iliana gently pulled him along as they approached the trio. Upon taking notice of the approaching woman and boy the occupants of the table stood to greet them. Iliana and link bowed to the Queen, who in return bowed her head to them. ''It is good to see you young man.'' The Queen spoke with a gentle smile. ''There is someone I would like you to meet, this is Dr. Casdin.'' The man in question practically leapt at Link the moment the Queen introduced him. ''Greetings lad!'' The bald doctor practically shouted. ''I cannot express how excited I am to meet you, I have read much about the Hylian people but never believed that I would meet one! I have many questions that I wish to ask you and-''

''Doctor,'' The Queen interjected. ''Calm yourself please, you are frightening him.''

Dr. Casdin looked back at the Hylian and took notice that the boy was cowering away from him slightly and that Iliana was glaring at him with such intensity he was certain he paled a bit. ''I see, forgive me lad sometimes I forget my manners.'' The Doctor bowed his head and took a few steps away from Link.

Queen Vezzna smiled at the boy. ''There are some things we must discus young one, but before we do I would like to know your name.''

''Actually your Majesty,'' Iliana said moving to stand behind Link. ''He told me that he didn't have a name, so I took the liberty of giving him one. I apologize if I have stepped out of line.''

''You have not stepped out of line in the slightest, everyone deserves to have a name.'' She smiled at the Hylian. ''So what is your name child?''

He swallowed his nervousness as best he could. ''Link...your Majesty.''

''Link, I like it. It feels like it has a rather poetic meaning behind it, considering you are the link to a race everyone believes to be lost. Now Link I want you to know that we are all aware as to what you were when you where brought here, but here in the Twilight we do not believe in slavery. And what that means is that you are now a free man to do what you will.'' Link's heart hammered in his chest this could not be real, just like that he was free to live as he saw fit? ''And because you are not a slave I cannot force you to stay within my kingdom. But if you do we can offer you a place to live, learn, good food and the option to live a good life here in the palace, of course we will expect you to do your part and work for your lodgings and food. And we would also ask you allow us to study you and you have my word that no experiments will be preformed on you. So that is my offer to you, if you say no we will spare some provisions for you and you will be free to go wherever you desire.''

Link was shaking. ''I can choose?'' He hoped his voice wasn't as panicked as he felt it was.

''Yes.'' Queen Vezzna reiterated. ''This choice is completely yours to make.''

Link looked at the floor as his thoughts ran wild. He could live here in a palace, but they would study him like an animal, he could eat good food and maybe even sleep in a warm bed, but they would put him to work like a servant, that's not so bad Iliana is a servant maybe he would get to work with her, but out in the world he could be anything he wanted, and if he left...he would be alone.

He took a deep breath. ''I would like to stay for now.''

''Excellent.'' The Queen sighed. ''I promise we will treat you fairly Link. The next thing we must decide on is who will be the one to look out for you?'' She smirked playfully. ''Oh if only there was some selfless kind maiden who could take you under her wing and look after you.''

The Group chuckled except for Link who was not very familiar with this kind of behavior. Iliana gave Link's shoulders a firm squeeze. ''I will gladly volunteer to look after him my Queen.''

''Thank you Iliana. Now there is one last thing I wish to show you before the good Doctor begins his tirade of questions.'' She began moving to a set of doors on the far wall of the library gesturing for Link to follow. Once they both stood before the doors the Queen pushed them open revealing a balcony that looked out over the kingdom. Link's eyes went wide. The kingdom stretched out for miles although by how much he could not tell since it was too dark to see very far into the distance, but it was not the stone buildings that some even stood several stories tall and the people moving about below that caught his attention first. No what did that was the sky, it was covered with dark clouds and behind it the sky was covered in reds, purples, pinks, and other colors he never knew could exist. It was as if the Goddesses themselves had painted the sky with the most beautiful colors they could conjure into existence.

''Welcome to your new home Link.'' The Queen said from beside him. ''Welcome to the Twilight Kingdom.''


	3. Chapter 3

Link Sat in the laundry room folding the sheets that Iliana had set aside for him while she gathered more from the drying rack. It had been a week since his arrival to the Twilight and his sun burns and bruises had almost completely healed thanks to a medicinal ointment given to him by Dr. Casdin, now his skin seemed to be taking on a rather pale tone due to the lack of sunlight within the kingdom, not that Link minded. Honestly there was barely anything that bothered him about being in the palace, he ate some of the best food he had ever tasted daily, he slept in the servant quarters of the castle on a cot with a cotton blanket and he was able to work with Iliana everyday as well. If he were being honest the only things he truly disliked was when Dr. Casdin would give him his daily examination -but even that he didn't mind all that much- and the way people looked at him. Word had traveled fast of the Hylian, and now where ever he went people stared at him like he was some sort of freakish alien, the other servants, the guards, even the nobles and members of the counsel. Was he really so strange looking? He couldn't be that different looking from a human could he? Considering most people thought he was human before coming here, of course it wasn't as if he knew what a human looked like, he had only seen the Twili and the Gerudo.

Iliana had just finished taking the remaining sheets off the drying rack when she noticed the far off look on her young charge's face. ''Something on your mind Sweetie?''

Link snapped out of his thoughtful haze at the sound of the pet name Iliana had given him. ''Its nothing Ma'am.''

The young woman set the remaining sheets on the pile that still needed to be folded and sat next to Link. ''You don't have to hide things from me. Whats bothering you?''

Link set down the sheet in his hand and sighed. ''Am I really so different?''

Iliana furrowed her brow. ''What do you mean?''

''Do I really look like some strange creature? Is that why everyone stares at me?''

Iliana sighed deeply, she hated that people stared at the young Hylian so much. He was shy enough as it is, he didn't need more things making him self conscious. ''Truthfully Link I have only seen humans in books so I cant compare them to you, but I don't think its the way you look that makes them stare, I think it is more about what you represent.''

Link looked up at her curiously. ''What do you mean?''

''Well there is an old legend that the last known Hylian to have existed was a man dressed in green who was known as the 'Hero of Time', he was given the name not only because he was the hero chosen by the three immortal Goddesses but also because that when ever the world was in peril he would appear and save it. Even when these tragedy's were hundreds of years apart he would always appear to prevent it.

But the last time...I don't know the details myself, but the last time the world was in peril it was unlike any other threat, the Hero stopped it of course but gave his life to do it. It was something that had never happened before. The Hero who had been chosen by the Goddesses had been killed, and because of that the world lived in fear for century's wondering if he would return when we needed him again or if we would just perish. And now Link you are here, and I believe _that_ is what you represent, that maybe somewhere in the world that the legendary hero is still alive.'' She smiled gently and placed her hand upon his shoulder. ''I believe you are a symbol of hope.''

Iliana and Link sat in the scullery alone eating their lunch of rice and dried meat in silence. Iliana had begun to second guess her choice of words earlier. Calling him a symbol of hope for the people of the world was probably putting to much pressure on the poor boys mind, not to say she had lied, for that was truly how she viewed him.

While she worried about her young companion, Link's mind was a whirlwind of questions. Who was this 'Hero of Time'? What was he like? Was he old and wise? Strong and fierce? Kind and gentle? He was a Hylian, so were they somehow related? Were they brothers? Father and son? Uncle and nephew? And if they were related in someway what had happened that led him to be in the hands of the slavers? How did the Hero even die to begin with? How could he find out more? The library was probably a good start if not for the one large problem that stuck out in his mind, and for the second time that week Link wished he knew how to read. The first being two days ago when he got lost in the palace and could not read any of the signs next to the doors in hope of finding a familiar room to help get his bearings.

Just as Link took the last bite of his rice the door opened and Captain Xanza stepped into the Scullery. ''Ah Comrades, glad I ran into you. If you are not busy the Queen has requested that some refreshments be brought to the counsel room for her and the other nobles.''

Iliana stood. ''Link, be a sweetheart and get a Pitcher and six goblets please.'' Link rose from his seat as Iliana disappeared behind the door that led to the wine cellar, leaving him alone with the Captain. Link set the dishes he and his caretaker had used for their lunch next to a large tub filled with soapy water to be washed later then moved to the cupboard on the far side of the room to retrieve the goblets and pitcher.

Xanza leaned against the table in the center of the room, crossed his arms over his chest and let out a long sigh, his eyes moved about the familiar room reminiscing on the times he and his fellow cadets would sneak into this room in hope of swiping a few midnight snacks. When his eyes fell on the blonde haired boy he realized he had not actually gotten a chance to speak with him for more then just a moment or two. ''How have you been liking the Twilight Comrade?'' Link turned towards the Captain and did his best not to let his nervousness show. ''I am very much enjoying my stay Captain.'' He said going back to arranging the goblets on top of a platter.

Xanza cocked a brow at the boy. ''Really? No complaints at all?''

Link thought for a moment pondering if he should bring up the staring thing again, but in the end decided against it. ''Well...it can get rather cold here.''

The Captain clicked his tongue and uncrossed his arms. ''That's cause the sun never truly rises in this cursed land. Never thought of how drastically different it must be for you Comrade considering you had to deal with the heat of Gerudo before coming here. But just you wait, the winters are going to make it even colder.''

Link turned to fully face his superior. ''May I ask you a question Sir?'' Xanza gave a small hum to show the Hylian that he had his attention. ''Why do you call me comrade? And not just me, I have seen people address others as comrade as well.''

The young man scratched the stubble of ruby hairs on his chin. ''I am not overly clear on my history, but the way it was told to me was that Calling one another comrade was something our ancestors did as a sign of respect and a way to show that you are seen as an equal.''

Link was slightly taken back by that. The Captain of the royal guard saw him as an equal? It seemed downright ludicrous to him. ''But aren't you my superior Sir?''

Xanza chuckled and gave Link a firm pat on the back. ''Yes I am, but that doesn't mean I don't respect you and think of you as my friend.''

Link smiled bashfully. ''I respect you too...Comrade.''

''Now, do you remember what I told you?'' Iliana asked as she and Link stood outside the large door to the counsel room. Link nodded. ''Don't speak unless someone directly speaks to me, quickly but gently set a goblet before every single one of the Nobles and the Queen, and when I am done stand with my back to the wall and wait to be dismissed by her Majesty.''

Iliana placed her hand on the door. ''And don't take it personal if her Majesty is a little dismissive towards us when we are in there, she usually needs to put on a show to remind the counsel members who is really in charge of the kingdom.'' And with that they entered. The room was a spacious round room decorated with paintings of the kingdoms previous rulers larger then Link's whole body, a large orb attached to the ceiling lit the windowless room with a soft light, in the center of the room was a large stone table where four men and two women sat on large cushioned seats. Link went around the table setting a goblet to the left of every occupant at the table, four of the Nobles glanced at him curiously but said nothing, instead giving most of their attention to the conversation currently taking place among them when the servants had arrived, Link took notice of the eldest man among them who had a large white beard and wore a leather eye patch over his right eye smiled at him in thanks as he set his goblet before him, as he approached the Queen with the final cup she turned towards him and took it from the platter he held giving him a quiet thank you as she did. Link bowed to her before moving to the wall next to the door to await further instruction, he watched as Iliana moved about the table filling the cups with wine doing so with a grace about her that he had not seen before, apparently it was not just the Queen who was putting on a show for the nobles, he noticed that after she served them and she moved to stand beside him one of the younger men at the table stared at her posterior as she walked. Link immediately disapproved of the way the man was ogling his caretaker and friend.

Link stood closely to Ilian as the conversation in the room continued. He wished he could understand it better, from what he could gather the main focus of it had something to do with trading with the Gerudo and scavenging in the desert, what they were scavenging he hadnt the slightest clue.

The rest of the meeting only lasted about a half hour more before the five counsel members rose from their seats and vacated the room. The Queen remained seated, letting out a sigh as she glanced at the papers before her to review and approve for the rest of the day. She let out another sigh rubbing her eyes with her fingers trying to fight off a slowly building headache, she knew she had quite a bit of paperwork to do for the rest of the evening but what she truly wanted was to take a warm bath and relax with more wine. She looked over at the Hylian and her maid giving them a soft smile. ''I apologize for not dismissing you earlier, you are free to spend the rest of your day however you please.'' Ilina bowed but Link approached the Queen. ''Your Majesty, are you alright?''

Vezzna cocked an eyebrow and smirked. ''Do I not appear alright?''

Link looked down at his boots and began second guessing his bold choice to speak to his ruler. ''You just seem...unhappy?''

The smirk left her face. ''politics and ruling a kingdom can be very stressful at times. But you dont need to be concerned. But I appreciate your thoughtfulness my friend.'' She smiled again at Link. ''Now how about you and-' Her sentenced ended the moment the doors to the counsel room were thrown open and one of the strangest creatures Link had ever seen marched inside. It was female -or at least he thought it was at first glance- that stood almost the same height as him, her body was rather imp like in appearance complete with long pointed ears longer then his own, her long fiery orange hair was tied back in a ponytail with a small stone circle, her eyes were a deep shade of crimson that made Link feel slightly uncomfortable, she was dressed in a skirt that reached her ankles but looked to be made of silk or some other similar material, at first he thought she was wearing a tight fitting jacket with the front open but quickly realized that was a pattern her two shaded skin took, meaning she like many of the other Twili she did not wear a shirt -something

link had asked Iliana about when he noticed rather quickly that many of the workers and soldiers had forgone wearing something to cover their chests which she told him that it was not deemed inappropriate for men and women to forgo wearing tops since the Twili only had visible nipples when in a state of arousal or when the women were pregnant and were ready to nurse. The mere mention of the word 'nipple' made Link's face turn a deep shade of scarlet- The girl instead wore a shawl that covered her back that was decorated with turquoise symbols similar to his poncho, the last article of clothing she wore was a silver tiara that had two long points on either side that spiraled at the end.

The girl marched up to the Queen with a scowl on her face and placed her hands on her hips when she stood before the beautiful ruler. ''Mother!'' She hissed revealing a lone long fang. ''I demand you do something about my tutor!'' As she finished speaking a Twili man with a horrible receding hair line and wearing thick glasses ran into the room. ''Forgive me your Majesty'' He said with a bow. ''I tried to stop her.''

''Its quite alright Sebin.'' The Queen Said to the man with a smile before resting her cheek on her fist and addressing the huffy girl before her. ''And what exactly do you want done with your tutor, my dear?''

The girl crossed her arms. ''Punish him of course.''

''And what has he done to deserve such punishment?''

The girl pointed at the man behind her. ''He had the nerve to call me a _cretin_.''

The Queen turned her attention to the man named Sebin, the amused look still on her face. ''Is this true?''

Sebin cleared his throat and adjusted the clasp to the large cloak he wore. ''Well...yes, but in my defense my Queen she did throw a book at my head first.''

Vezzna's smirk faded and addressed the girl once more. ''Why did you throw a book at him?''

''Because he-'' She stopped herself when she finally took notice of the Hylian standing close by, almost doing a double take as if she wasn't sure he was real, the look on her face could only be described as befuddled by what she was witnessing. ''What is that?'' She practically shouted.

Link felt his stomach drop, the last time anyone spoke about him like that was when he was still locked in a cage out in the Gerudo. Iliana bristled at the girl's words about the young boy she had come to care rather deeply for in the short time she had know him, she moved behind Link ready to interject, but luckily the Queen did so first. ''_He_ is Link.'' Vezzna said rather sternly placing a hand on Link's shoulder. ''He is the Hylian I told you about. Remember?''

The girl looked at him up and down for a moment. ''Is he sick or something? Why does he look like that?''

The Queen sighed. ''Apparently you have not been paying attention to your history studies. Hylians resemble humans more then the Twili.'' Vezzna turned to Link. ''Link, I would like to introduce you to my daughter Midna.''

Link looked at the girl again. _This is the Queen's daughter?_ He thought. _Why doesn't she look like the other Twili? Wait if she is the daughter of the Queen then isn't she a...princess?_ Link bowed to Midna. ''Its a pleasure to meet you your Highness.''

Link could have sworn that he heard the young royal groan slightly, and apparently so did the Queen. ''Midna there is no reason to be rude, apologize and tell Link you are sorry for being rude.''

Midna pouted at her mother. ''Why? I didnt do anything wrong if you ask me, I mean look at him, he's a freak.''

''Midna!'' Her mother said absolutely dumbstruck by her daughters current behavior. ''What has gotten into you today?''

''Its alright your Majesty.'' Link said. ''She doesn't have to apologize.''

Vezzna did not seem satisfied with Link's answer, she stood and addressed Midna with the authority one would expect from someone who had ruled over a kingdom for years. ''I don't know what has gotten into you today but I am disappointed, you should know better then to treat people that way.''

Midna averted her eyes not wishing to see the anger on her mother's face. In honesty she wasnt sure why she was being so rude to him, more then likely it was her bad habit of speaking out against her superiors. ''I'm sorry Mom.''

The Queen's anger dissipated a bit. ''If you are really sorry spend time with Link, get to know him as a person before you make make such rude judgments.'' When she saw the look of protest on Midna's face she quickly added. ''_Or_ you can go back to doing your studies for the rest of the evening.''

Midna scowled at her mother before grabbing Link by the wrist. ''Come on.'' She grumbled as she made her way out of the room dragging the reluctant Hylian behind her.

Vezzna sat back in her chair rubbing her temples trying to fight down the headache that had recently formed. ''Some days I don't know what to do with that girl.'' Iliana and Sebin made sure to keep their thoughts to themselves.

Midna and Link walked down the palace halls together. Midna glanced over at the Hylian who was currently looking down at his boots. ''Alright, alright, I'm sorry I called you a freak.'' she said with a roll of her eyes.

''Its alright your Highness.'' The boy mumbled. ''I guess I do look kinda freakish compared to the Twili.''

She looked at him curiously. ''Whats with you? You act like a kicked puppy or something.'' Link wasn't sure what a kicked puppy looked like considering the only dogs he had ever seen were the attack dogs the slavers kept which he remembered being rather terrifying. ''So are you really a Hylian?''

Link looked up at the girl and shrugged. ''Everyone seems to think so.'' He looked at her a moment before speaking again. ''Princess-'' Her groan cut off his sentence. ''Don't call me Princess, I hate it when people call me that, it makes me feel like they want something from me. Just call me Midna.''

Link nodded. ''Okay...Midna. May I ask you something?'' Midna laced her fingers behind her head and turned to the boy. ''I don't mean to sound rude, but why do you look different from the other Twili?''

The Princess cocked a brow at Link. ''Because I'm a kid, duh. I mean you have seen another kid before right?'' Link shook his head, he had been the youngest among the other slaves and he could not remember any other children there. ''When the Twili are young we look like this.'' She said gesturing to herself for emphasis. ''And once we hit puberty our bodies start to change and we eventually look like grown ups.''

Link nodded in understanding. ''How old are you?''

Midna smirked, she rather enjoyed the attention the boy gave her. ''I'm seven. How old are you?''

''I don't know.''

Midna again looked at him with a raised brow. ''You don't know? Do you know when you were born?''Link shook his head. ''Didn't your parents tell you?''

Link was quiet for a moment. ''I don't have any parents.''

''Oh.'' Suddenly Midna regretted her choice of words earlier even more. ''Well you seem to be around the same age as me, not that I can really tell.'' She said in an attempt to lighten the mood.

They wondered through the halls for a few moments longer before Midna spoke again. ''So where are you from?''

''Gerudo.'' Link said simply, silently hoping she did not pry for details.

''Really?'' She said a hint of excitement in her voice. ''I've heard a lot of stories about the lands outside of our kingdom, I've always wanted to see them.'' She smiled daydreaming about traveling to the distant lands she had read of in her studies. Meanwhile Link was trying to wrap his head around why anyone in their right mind would ever want to go to Gerudo, it was a place were all he knew for certain in it was suffering.

''Whats something you've always wanted to do?'' Midna asked her companion.

''Um...'' That was actually a question Link had thought of many times, although now all the hopes, dreams, and desires he had ever imagined escaped him. So he said the first thing that came to mind. ''I want to drink milk.''

The Princess of Twilight looked at him like one would look at a man who had just asked if someone would bash his head in with a rock. ''Milk? You have never had milk?''

He nodded. ''I've seen people drink it, but I have never had it.''

Midna smirked exposing the one large fang among her other teeth, she grabbed Link's hand and ran down the hall with him behind her trying not to trip over his own feet.

''I really don't think we should be doing this.'' Link said as he and Midna crept over to the door to the scullery.

''That's what makes it fun.'' She said with a giggle. The noise was rather impish but it strangely made Link feel calm and almost made him wish she would do it again.

''Cant we just ask for some milk? It feels wrong to just take it.''

She pouted at him. ''Oh don't be such a baby.'' She teased as they reached the door to the scullery. ''Now, you keep an eye out while I swipe the milk.''

''But the cooks are probably in there preparing the staffs dinner. How are you going to sneak in?''

She giggled again as she opened the scullery door a crack. And this time he thought he felt a few butterflies in his stomach. Why did that noise make him feel so strange? ''I'm not actually going inside, I'm going to use my magic to get it, that's why you need to keep watch.'' She closed her eyes for s moment before peeking through the crack in the door to peer into the room and then bit down on her lip in concentration, Link was feeling more nervous by the second, but it was quickly pushed to the back of his mind for a few moments when he noticed Midna's hair was softly glowing. Her hair began to stretch making itself longer, the ends of he ponytail began to twist into strange shapes until it formed a crude looking hand, the stone circle that had held her hair back now looked more like a bracelet that her makeshift appendage now wore, the pseudo hand began to slither along the ground like a snake and quickly disappeared behind the cracked open door. Link was speechless, he had never seen magic used in such a way before, or more accurately the only other time he had seen anyone use magic was when the slave caravan had been attacked. Sometimes he still had nightmares of men in black, throwing bolts of lightening in the darkness, he had many other nightmares as well, that was just one of the few requiring ones.

Midna began to sweat, it was moments like these that reminded her that she needed much more training if just using a simple spell like this was enough to exhaust her magic. Despite her small amount of spendable energy she found exactly what she was searching for, and it seemed none of the cooks had noticed her hair swiping a bottle of milk from the cold room.

Her magic hand began to make its way back towards its wielder when Midna was beginning to become short of breath. ''Are you okay?'' Link asked leaning closer to her.

''Be quiet,'' She hissed at the boy, keeping her eyes on the inside of the scullery. ''I need to concentrate.'' Link looked over his shoulder to make sure that no one was coming their way.

The bottle was almost within reaching distance for Midna when her magic hand began to lose almost all of its strength, she tried through force of will to keep it manifested but alas her magic was drained, the hand vanished and returned to being her ponytail, Midna dove forward into the room to catch the bottle before it could hit the ground, Link seeing Midna dive forward lunged towards her wrapping his arms around her stomach to keep her from falling into the scullery and being caught swiping food. Midna blushed and would have shouted at the boy if not for the fact that the cooks would have heard, she had never been touched or held in such a way by anyone her own age, she took notice of despite his scrawny frame he was still strong enough to hold her steady and that his breath was blowing right next to her sensitive ears. Link was not fairing much better, he also had never been this close to a girl his age, he could not help but notice how her hair smelled of cinnamon and how soft her skin was. Unfortunately for the both of them the sudden movement of their actions was enough for the gossiping cooks to see the two impish arms holding a bottle of milk and the face of a blushing girl peering through the crack in the door.

''Run!'' Midna shouted bolting upright almost knocking Link over s she ran down the hall, Link jumped to his feet and gave chase after the princess shouting an apology towards the door as he did.

Midna Grabbed Link's wrist again and pulled him into the library where they decided to hide on the balcony that overlooked the kingdom. The two stood out on the balcony taking deep breaths trying to calm their rapidly beating hearts. Their eyes met and they were not sure why but they began to laugh heartily, Link laughed harder then he had ever laughed in his whole life going so far as to put his hands on his knees to keep himself upright, Midna laughed hard enough that tears were brimming in her eyes. As they recovered from their bout of laughter Midna sat down resting her back against the railing wiping the tears from her eyes. Link sat down beside her blushing slightly, her laugh was possibly one of the most beautiful things he had ever heard in his short life. ''I think that was the most fun I have ever had.'' He said still chuckling slightly.

Midna smirked. ''Sounds to me like you need to get out more.'' She pulled the cork out of the bottle and handed it to Link.

Link took the bottle from the Princess and gave the contents a small sniff, it smelled strange but it did nothing to stop him from taking a sip, it was creamy and a little thick, he licked his lips svoring the taste.

''So? How do you like it?'' She asked as Link passed her the bottle.

''Its good, thank you for doing this for me.''

Midna paused mid sip to look at the Hylian, now that she had gotten to spend a bit of time with him she couldn't help but admit that he was kind of handsome, not that she would ever tell him that. ''Don't mention it. Can I ask you something?''

''Sure.'' Link said as she passed him the bottle.

''The other day I heard my tutor talking with General Venrik, and they said something about you being a slave, is that true?'' Upon seeing Link's face fall as her question registered to him she spoke up again. ''You know what? Forget I ever said anything.''

Link took another sip and passed her the bottle. ''No, its okay. I was a slave when I was in Gerudo, but when I was brought here the Queen said I was free and could live here if I want.''

Midna took a drink. ''Sorry for bringing it up.'' Link smiled at her, he hadn't noticed it before but in a way she was rather cute, not that he would ever have the guts to say something like that out loud.

Midna leaned her head back and looked out at the cloudy sky, it was growing darker, night would fall soon. ''I've always wanted to see the sky.'' She said wistfully.

Link set the bottle between them and looked up at the thick clouds above them? ''The sky?''

Midna became a bit bashful not realizing he had heard her. ''I mean I want to see the sky outside of the Twilight, I want to see the whole sun and the blue sky I've read about you know?'' Link nodded. Midna leaned her head back again. ''And I've always wanted to see the stars. My tutor had me read about constellations and stuff like that...but I've never actually seen them. The clouds are always too thick to see the stars clearly.''

Link's mind ran back to when he was still among the slavers, he thought of the long cold nights he would look up at the stars dreaming of freedom, wishing of moments that he was currently experiencing, except he never thought that he would be doing them with a cute girl beside him. ''I remember the stars in Gerudo, sometimes I miss seeing them.'' Link looked over at the girl and an idea struck him. ''What if I took you to see them?''

Midna looked over at him. ''To see the stars?''

Link smiled liking the idea the more he thought about it. ''I came from Gerudo so I know how to avoid all the dangerous stuff like sand pits and the bokoblins.''

''When would we go?''

Link shrugged. ''When we are a little older and when we know we can fight if anything tries to hurt us.''

''I thought you said you knew how to avoid dangerous stuff.'' She teased.

Link blushed. ''Well...just to be safe you know?''

Midna held out her hand. ''Okay, lets shake on it.'' Link took her hand and gave it a shake. ''And if you ever go back on your word I'm going make you regret it.''

Link smiled and picked up the mostly empty milk bottle to pass it to Midna, he found it strange that he already wasn't bothered by her teasing and strange sense of humor. ''Midna? Are we friends?''

Midna giggled again handing the bottle to Link to polish off the last of the milk. ''Well I would hope so. Friends usually wont rat each other out when they steal milk.'' Link smiled just before the two laughed merrily again.


End file.
